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Author's Notes: 
A group of us were discussing sex tapes in chat one night. We all decided that Kirk and Lars probably do have 
one, and that someone (me) should write a fic about it. So.this is for my chat buddies. 


The Tape 


Its a beautiful spring day, even by California standards. Not too hot, just enough sunshine..totally perfect. | 
have the windows down in my SUV while | drive towards HQ. The wind is blowing my hair into tangles it'll take 
hours to comb out, but | don't care. It's one of those days that makes you happy to be alive. 


Of course | have many reasons to be happy. l'm the lead guitarist for the greatest metal band in history. | 
have enough money to be comfortable for the rest of my life even if that all stopped tomorrow. Ard | finally 
have the love of my life in my arms at night. 


James finally came to his senses during rehab. He admitted he was in love with me at one of my visits during 


his stay. It took his therapist forever to convince him it was the right thing to do. James was too blind to 


realize my feelings for him, and was afraid I'd laugh at his confession. Instead, my reaction was to admit my 


love for him as well and kiss him passionately. 


His bisexuality was one of the things James tried to suppress with his drinking. He may have been hiding it 
from himself, but the rest of us knew it from the start. It was unbelievably hard for me to keep my mouth 
shut and not just try and slap some sense into him. He knew about me and Lars, and he really didn't give us 
too much shit about being "fags," but admitting what he was himself was not an option for him. If | wasn't 
grateful to his stay in rehab for anything else, | was thrilled with him being able to come out. Of course he 
only "came out" to me, Lars, Rob and Bob Rock. Nowadays we all guard our secret with everything we have. 


Having the music buying public find out that 34 of our band likes men could wreck havoc on record sales. 


Its been three years, and I'm the happiest man in the world. Driving to work with the man | love at a job | 
love. Wondering what restaurant he would take me to tonight. Maybe if | hadn't had my head so far up in the 
clouds that day, | would have somehow had a premonition that instead of driving towards heaven, | was 


actually headed straight for Hurricane James. 


| arrived at the studio and wandered towards our break area, still oblivious. One step into the room and | knew 
something was up. Lars was cowering on one end of the sofa, looking like he had just seen a ghost. Across 
from him, sitting at the table, was James. He was looking at the computer monitor with a look on his face | 


hadn't seen since Jason told us he was leaving. Total and unabashed fury. 
"Hey guys, what's up?" 


| tried to make my voice cheery, but my nervousness came through loud and clear. Lars looked up at me and 


mouthed "I'm sorry." 
"Kirk. Care to see if you can explain this better than Lars?" 


The tone in his voice had me glued to my spot. Whatever was on that computer screen, | didn't want to see it. 
"NOW, KIRK!" 


| jumped at being yelled at and decided that whatever was on the screen wasn't as frightening as the thought 
of James' wrath. | slowly walked to him, my legs shaking all the way. 


My first thought after looking was confusion What the hell was James looking at on eBay? Then | saw the 
description of the item up for auction and my already weak legs gave out on me. | managed to slump against 


the table and tried to slow down all the thoughts racing at 80 mph through my head. 


Lars and | used to be a couple. Yeah, | know we told everyone the pics of us kissing were just to shock the 
fans. And Jason, hehe. We were lying. We weren't really in love, but we had one helluva sex life. It pissed James 
off when we did that. Kissing for pics, that is. He's always been so worried about our image. Our image was of 


"Gods of Thunder," not men who fucked each other after the show. 


We didn't care at the time. The sex between me and Lars was totally fucking amazing, like nothing | had ever 
experienced before. Back then we didn't care who knew we were fucking each other. Of course, part of that 
could have been caused by the copious amounts of cocaine we were snorting. But whatever the reason, we 


just didn't care. 


Unlike the pictures tended to insinuate, | usually bottomed. Lars lives up to his reputation as the dictator in 
our business world, and that personality tended to stay with him in bed. When he wanted a blow job, | got on 
my knees. When he wanted to spank me, | bent over his lap. And, when he wanted to tape one of our sessions, | 


complied with that as well, but not without some arguing. 

"C'mon, Kirk. James gave me the camcorder for my birthday and | want to try it out" 
"You gonna show him the tape so he can see how you used it?" 

Lars snorted at me. 


"Yeah, right dickhead. Like James wants to know that | bend you over the back of the sofa and fuck your lights 
out. | want this tape for us, babe. When we are old and can't get it up any more, we can watch this and 


remember when we were young and horny as all fuck" 


Fine, Lars. Record yourself fucking me while lm bent over the kitchen table. Just don't come crying to me if 


James or Jason finds the tape." 
"Please. You think I'm gonna be stupid enough to let anyone else get their hands on this?" 


He had a point. And so, gullible and horny guy that | was at the time, | let him tape us having sex. Lots of sex. 
| was over the table, and then | was over the sofa. Then we were in the shower and finally we ended up in bed. 
James had thoughtfully bought him a tripod with the recorder, and we tried it in many positions until we 
found the right one for each of "our" positions. By the time we were finished, we had over two hours of hot 
gay sex. And, we actually did watch it. Many times in fact. That was the only time | let my guard down enough 
for him to tape us, though. Once was fun, but | always had a small voice in the back of my head telling me to 


NOT let him do it again. 


When he decided to get married and be faithful to his new bride, he gave me the tape. Didn't want the wife to 
find out about his previous partner, | guessed. | hid the tape in the bottom of one of my drawers under some 


sweats and went on with my life. 


And then James came back, wanting us to devote ourselves to each other, and all thoughts of any previous 
sexual encounters went out the window. | completely erased all thoughts of any and all partners, past or 
future, from my mind and concentrated only on my love. If | could have, | would have gone back in time and 
stopped myself from having any encounters so | could be a virgin for my James. And in the process of 


destroying all those memories, | also forgot about the tape. 


Until right now. 

The description of the auction was clear enough. "Kirk Hammett and Lars Ulrich of Metallica Sex Tape. Over 2- 
I/2 hours of non-stop sexual adventures with two of metal's hottest musicians. A must have for any gay 
metal fan. Don't miss the opportunity to see these two in action. Includes bondage and spanking scenes." 


We were doomed. 


| looked back at Lars. He didn't look any better than he did when | walked in the room five minutes ago. Or was 


it an hour ago? Time seemed to have stopped. 

| looked back at James and opened my mouth to say something, but nothing came out. 

"You have something to say for yourself, Kirk? | knew you and Lars fucked each other, but to tape 
yourselves? Were you too high to think this might happen? And how could you be stupid enough to let that 
tape get into someone else's hands?" 

By the time he was finished he was screaming at me, his face not more than two inches away from mine. | 
couldn't blame him for being so pissed off. He was right. How could we have been stupid enough to tape 
ourselves? And, how could | have been so stupid as to have not destroyed the tape when Lars gave it to me? 


| felt like | was going to be sick. 


"J-James," | stuttered. Dammit, | only stuttered when | was nervous as fuck. "I'm s-so sorry, | don't know 


what to say." 


"| don't want to know the details of the taping. Just tell me where this was so | can figure out who took it and 


hunt them down" 

He was still right in my face and growling. | opened my mouth, but once again words escaped me. 

"Fine. I'll take care of your punishment later. Lars? Your turn” 

Lars' eyes grew huge as James turned to speak to him. 

"Uhhhh, | have no idea, James. | gave the tape to Kirk when | got married" 

Well, thanks a lot for the support, Uli. Don't bother telling him who had the brilliant idea of taping our asses in 
the first place. | closed my eyes so as to miss the look James was giving me. Until a hand grabbed the back of 


my hair and pulled until | yelped and opened them wide. 


Is that the truth, my love?" 


| gulped and felt myself go limp in his grasp. When | spoke, my voice was barely a whisper. 
"Yes, James. I'm so sorry. Lars and | decided to tape ourselves one night and he did give me the tape. | had it 


hidden in a chest of drawers for years, but it must have gotten lost when you and | moved in together. | 


forgot about all about it, it must have been one of the movers that found it. What are we going to do?" 


"WE aren't going to do anything, Kirk You and Lars got us into this mess, and you are going to get us out of it. 


We'll discuss your punishment for this after you are done cleaning up your mess." 

He gave me one last glare before leaving the room. | looked back at Lars, who looked terrified. 
"You have any ideas, Lars?" 

“All | can think of is to bid on it. | don't care what it costs, we need that tape!" 

"But, what if the seller has copies?" 


"I thought of that. | guess | can email him and ask. It's a Hotmail account so there's no way to trace him. I'l 


tell him l'm just curious, because if he is going to sell it on an infomercial later | could wait and buy it then" 
| sighed yet again, feeling the butterflies roll around in my stomach. 
"It can't hurt. What a nightmare." 


Lars wandered to the computer and a few minutes later, the email had been sent. Over two hours later, he 
received a reply. The seller claimed he had not made any copies and had no intentions of doing so. He only 
wanted to make some money from this copy. Lars emailed back offering him any amount he wanted, but the 


dude turned him down. Something about not being honest since he had it listed already. Oh gawd..we were dead. 


"Don't panic, Quirk We'll just outbid everyone else. The auction ends next Thursday. That's only three more 
days. So far the high bid is $125. Maybe we'll be able to get it for not much more than that. And, the guy 
sounded honest. | really don't think he has any copies of it. I'll put in a proxy bid of $500 for it, nobody will be 
rich enough, or horny enough to bid more than that." 


With a smile he placed the bid and shut down the computer. We went to the kitchen to find James and Rob so 


we could finally start rehearsing. 
"Well?" 
James still looked pissed. 


"Don't worry, Missekat. All taken care of. You should know me better than that" 


Lars could sweet talk anyone out of anything when he wanted to. 
"It better be. Otherwise, I'll teach you two a lesson you won't forget.” 
| swallowed hard and headed toward our practice room, hoping Lars was right. 


He wasn't, of course. Everything was fine at first. We checked on Wednesday at noon and we still had the high 
bid. Then when we checked again at 6:00 that evening both our jaws hit the ground. 


"$3 500? Someone bid $3,500?" 

Lars sounded like he was in shock. | know | was. | tried to pull myself back to earth long enough to read the 
name of the bidder. Make that bidders..plural. Two people were bidding back and forth against each other. Two 
people who apparently had money and a strong wish for this tape. 

"Who would have that kind of money to bid on a porno tape?" 

Lars was sitting on the sofa, his head cradled in his arms. 

"Probably one of our fans who wants everything they can get their hands on about us. James is gonna kill us!" 


"You don't have a choice, Uli. Bid again Doesn't matter how high you have to go, we have to outbid him." 


With a sigh, Lars sat in front of the computer yet again. | watched in shock as he put in $5,000 as his high 
bid. 


"Damn, that's a lot of money." 
| don't care how much it costs us, Kirk We have to get that fucking tape!" 
"I know," | sighed. "It ends tomorrow at noon Are we going to stay up all night to watch it?" 


"No. We can finish work tonight, stay here and get some sleep, then get up around 10:00 am. to start watching 


it again." 


Rehearsal sucked. Lars and | were so nervous that we couldn't do anything right. His timing was off and | hit 
sour note after sour note. Finally at 7:00 pm. James couldn't take it any longer. 


"FUCK THIS!" Booze or no booze, the Mighty Hetfield roar was scary as hell. "You two have not only created a 
huge problem for our image, but now you can't play either. You have 24 hours to fix this. I'm going home. 


Kirk, you can sleep here. | don't want to talk to you tonight" 


He grabbed his guitar and left without looking at me again. If | hadn't been so worried about the tape | would 


have started to cry at his outburst. 


Rob, being the smart man he is, picked up his bass and left, quietly muttering "see ya tomorrow" as he walked 


out the door. 
Lars and | went back to the break room to check out eBay once again. It was like we couldn't stay away. 


"Whew! So far no other bids and we're still at $3,600. Maybe this will all be okay in the morning after all. You 
hungry, Kirk?" 


"No thanks, Lars. I'm too upset to eat. I'm going to try and sleep until time to check on the auction again 


tomorrow. I'll see you then." 

| trudged upstairs to my room, feeling more depressed with each step. James had been mad at me before, but 
he had never told me to not come home. | finally did fall asleep, but when | opened my eyes the next morning, | 
didn't feel like | had. | cleaned up a little and headed back to where | knew Lars would already be. Sure enough, 
there he sat. Looking at the computer screen with a horrified expression on his face. 

"Uli? We still have two hours, what's wrong?" 

"$12,000." 


Okay, | must still be half-asleep and my hearing isn't working yet. | looked at Lars questioningly. 


"$12,000, Kirk. What the fuck is going on with this tape? And who the fuck are these two bidders that keep 
fucking outbidding each other. They are going up in fucking $500 fucking increments for fuck's sake!" 


When Lars gets upset he can out-yell James and he uses the word fuck even more than usual. He was 


hysterical. |, on the other hand, was speechless. 

"Fuck this!" 

He typed in something and sat back, glaring at the screen like he was daring it to argue with him. 

"$25,000. Let's see if they top that!" 

For the next hour and a half, we barely moved. Lars hit the refresh button on the screen at regular intervals, 
but our bid remained at $12,100. Apparently the other bidders had given up. Breathing sighs of relief, we 
thought we had won. Until I:58 am. when Lars hit the refresh button one more time. | couldn't believe it. 


"FUCK ME! $25,100?" 


Lars tried to type in a new amount to bid, but he was too late. When he clicked on the ‘place bid! button, the 


message came on the screen telling us that the bidding was over for this item. And since bad news always 
seems to all come at once, James picked that moment to walk into the room. He immediately went to the table 


and looked over Lars' shoulder. 
"Tell me that "mybassguy" is one of you two?" 
It wasn't really a question, more like an order. 


"Well?" 


Lars’ voice trailed off as the shock of the situation formed even stronger in his mind. 


"You're telling me that someone out there just bought a copy of you two fucking each other? Do you have 
any idea what kind of trouble this could bring? This could be the end of Metallica! Instead of performing in 
arenas, we'll be playing for 500-600 gay guys in a bar'l" 


Somewhere in the middle of that, James voice actually broke the pain threshold. | put my hand to my ear to 
see if it was bleeding. 


"I'm so sorry, James." 
That seemed to be all | said to him lately. 


| threw myself against him and started to cry. That was usually good for at least a little sympathy. This time, 
he pulled me away by my hair and glared at me. 


"Save the tears for later, Kirk Both of you get your asses in there and practice. While there's still a small 


chance we have a band left." 


We both put our tails between our legs and headed out of the room, with James following close behind 


JR REE ER IE IE EI IE IE IE IE I aK 
Two months after the auction ended... 


| can't believe it's been sixty days and no sign of the tape. No more copies had shown up on eBay, no stills had 
made it into the National Enquirer and no ransom demands had been made for the tape's safe return. James 
had kept his word about punishing me. He fired our housekeeper/cook and turned me into his house bitch. Not 
that he let me out of practicing. After spending all day at the studio, | had to come home and make dinner and 
then clean the house. Most nights | fell into bed exhausted only to have him demand sex. | didn't complain, 
though. | knew | had really fucked up. James did accept my apology and forgave me, but he hasn't re-hired the 


help yet. | think he's enjoying this a little too much. 


| still don't know how someone could have gotten that tape. | hope whoever bought it was enjoying the hell out 
of it. Who on earth would pay over $25,000 for a sex tape? 


JERE OI III E E EE EE IE 

Six months after the auction ended... 

The two men were soaking up the sun of the beautiful Hawaiian beach, drinking margaritas and girl watching. 
"Look at the tits on that one, dude. Think they're real?" 

"Who cares? They're amazing." 


The first man went to the bar and returned with two more drinks. He handed one to his friend and they 


clanked the glasses together in a toast. 

"James still pissed?" 

The other man laughed. 

‘Oh, yeah. He's starting to cool off, but he's working Kirk hard Makes him come in before anyone else and then 
sends him home an hour before everyone else leaves to make him dinner. Plus, Kirk's been limping lately. | 
figure James must be riding him hard in bed too. He's so skittish he jumps every time James says his name." 


"And Lars?" 


"He gave him the silent treatment for awhile, but Lars has been so upset at himself that Hetfield hasn't had 


to do much more to him. l'm not sure if he's more upset about not getting the tape, or just losing.” 

| wish | could be there to watch them squirm. Serves them both right" 

The men continued drinking and chuckling at the thought of their two victims suffering. 

"This really was pure genius on your part." 

"You had some brilliant moments yourself, my friend. | was going to let them win the auction and donate the 
winning money to charity. You're the one who suggested having them lose so they had to sweat it out 


wondering where the tape ended up." 


Another pretty girl walked past, momentarily distracting them both. 


"You sure you didn't know about the tape before you offered to help James and Kirk move?" 


"Not a clue. But when | noticed a tape hidden under some clothes in Kirk's dresser | knew something was up. 
You know how obsessive he is, no way would he have a tape NOT with the others without a damn good reason 
And after watching it, well as much of it as | could stomach, the plan just hit me. James had already 


mentioned that he had been looking for bootleg Met tapes on eBay lately." 
His friend shook his head, brushing the reddish curls out of his eyes. 


"And what a plan it was! Coming up with a phony eBay page and rigging Het's computer to go there when he 
typed eBay.com. Then changing it back to the real eBay after the "auction" was over. You know, if this producer 
thing doesn't work out for you, you could always get a job as a computer hacker. | hear they make good 


money." 
The blonde laughed and shook his head at his friend's joke. 


"And that arrogant Danish prick never caught on to ‘mybassquy' for fuck's sake! He only called me that for 
twelve years. | guess the thought of that tape being out there scared him so bad he didn't notice the clue we 


gave him." 


"No shit! They didn't get ‘excanadianbassman’ either. Well, you know Lars. | doubt if he looked at anything but 
the dollar amount. And Kirk is too flaky to catch something even if it's slapping him in his pretty face." 


The redhead stood up and stretched. 

"You ready for another, Bob? My turn to buy." 

"Absofuckinglutely, Jase. This is a celebration, after all." 

As Jason headed for the bar, Bob lounged back in his chair and sighed happily. Who knew that Jason would turn 


out to be such a great partner in crime? He dug his feet in the sandy beach and tried to come up with more 


production ideas for the next Metallica CD. 


